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[ll Tell The Rain To Stop H You Ask Me To 


Author's Notes: 
Am a bit nervous about this one because it's the first time | write this band. | know them a bit but | did 


some research so hopefully the way | wrote the characters are fine. There are a few mentions of some of 


Richey's darker sides but | promise it's not angsty. Happy Ficmas to youl 


Present times, somewhere in Wales 


Being Richey's friend was easy. 
He was a natural fit. He wasn't with us at the very start of the band but we had known him for long and 
when he joined officially, we knew we had found ourselves and this was it. We had met the guy we didn't know 


we were missing, although he had been right there all along. 


Being Richey's boyfriend was challenging. 


It didn't happen immediately but there was immediate chemistry and a magnetic pull between us. How could | 
not be attracted to him? He was soft spoken and intelligent. He was a beautiful soul in a fragile body, a 
brooding poet on edge most of the time. He was not often willing to talk about his troubles and his internal 
struggles and he wasn't making it easy to be with him. 


Being Richey's lover was a fucking complicated mess. 


To be honest, while there was attraction on both sides, he wasn't often in the mood and even when he was, he 
wasn't always in the right physical or mental state to get laid. Sure, | had drunken sex with him at the start, 
but it quickly turned into something else. | couldn't just take what | wanted. When | was in bed with him, | 
wanted to give and | wanted him to feel good. | couldn't just fuck him. | wanted to make love to him. Feeling 
good was not something he was used to or able to handle well on his own. When it was with me, though, he 


could cope and it meant it was worth all the shit we had to go through the rest of the time. 


That's what | remember from him. Sometimes the bad memories and the unanswered question come back and 
haunt me. | chase them away and | recall the good times, the moments where he was happy, even if only for a 
few fleeting seconds as we were one and we held each other. | knew | had a little something to do with his 


happy feel-good moments. It's all that matters. 


Early nineties late at night, in Richey's apartment 


Richey's slender silhouette moves carefully as he enters the bedroom. It's dark and he doesn't see | am awake. 
| went to bed earlier, leaving him on the couch to finish the book he was reading. | have no clue what time it 


is. | fell asleep but then woke up when the heavy rain started. 


My eyes have adjusted to the darkness and | can see him undressing. He pauses and looks around after he has 
taken his pants off. | don't know what he is looking at because | just see his back. A moment later, he's pushing 
his underwear down and removing his long sleeve t-shirt. That is catching my attention. He usually sleeps with 


his shirt on because he's always cold and he doesn't want me to worry and see the scars on his arms or his 


chest. 


| smile to myself. He's been doing well on that front since a while. There is probably nothing freshly healing to 
hide and that thought makes me happy to the tenth power. 


The mattress dips a little next to me when he sits and then slides under the cover. | move and turn to the 
side. It's less dark on his side of the bed. The lights from the lamps on the street filter through the sheer 


curtains. 


"Hey," | say. 


"Sorry, didn't want to wake you." 

"| wasn't sleeping” 

"You went to bed two hours ago” 

"| slept then woke up. Can't fall back asleep with the noise of the rain" 


The wind is strong outside and the rain drops are hitting heavily against the glass of the window and the 
galvanized downspout right next to it. 


Richey turns his head towards the window and listens. 
"You want me to tell it to stop?" 

| frown. 

"What?" 


"Tell the rain to stop," he says with a condescending smile, since | obviously didn't catch what he was referring 


to the first time. 

| love how his surreal mind works sometimes. 

"No, it's fine. Let the rain do whatever it needs to do." 
He chuckles and lies on his back next to me. 

"| like it," he says. "The sound of the rain" 


Richey scoots closer to me. There are a few inches still between us but his ice cold feet are touching mine 


now. 
"You're warm" 

"You should put your shirt on if you're cold" 
"Nah. 


The few inches of distance have suddenly disappeared and Richey is cuddling up right next to me. He grazes his 
lips against my temple and | feel him smiling. 


"Want you.” 


His voice is a whisper. He's cold and l'm the one shivering. Hearing him say these simple words catches me by 
surprise. He usually doesn't initiate, unless he's drunk, and then | turn him down. Richey sober and in a frisky 
mood is a rarity. Thank nonexistent god for this. 

| ran a hand in his shaggy black hair and look at his face. 

"You sure?" 

"You can't sleep and I'm cold and horny. Sex seems like a good idea" 

| laugh. 

"You're horny, baby? What were you reading?," | tease him. 

"Some stupid French philosophy thing. Not responsible for my current state of horniness. You are." 

| roll over and climb on top of him, holding myself up on my hands not to crush him. 

"What do you want?" 


"You, inside me." 


He's killing me and he has no idea. Three minutes ago, | was bored and pissed at the rain. Now, I'm fully awake 


and getting hard and | can't even hear the glorious downpour outside. 


| start to kiss the side of his neck and enjoy the feeling of his narrow body shifting under mine. His arms wrap 
around my neck and his legs are parting, inviting me to settle in the perfect spot. 


| continue to kiss and nibble the skin of his throat and make my way down his shoulder and further, towards 
his rose tattoo. 


He's relaxed and gently rocks his hips in anticipation of later. | hear him sigh and breathe, encouraging me to 


continue as he hums his appreciation. 


| take his arm and move it away from behind my neck. Holding his wrist, | look at his forearm and then at him. 


Its dark and | can't really see well but | know the cuts are there. | know he's self-conscious about them. 
"Can |?" 
His look tells me he doesn't know what | mean. 


| close the gap between my mouth and the inside of his forearm and place a single kiss on there before 


glancing back at him. 
"You don't have to... 
| won't let him finish. 
"| want to." 


He smiles shyly and nods. This is Richey at his best. Opening up and accepting me. Letting me care for him and 


love him. 


| try not to wonder why now, why tonight, and instead to take advantage of the moment we have together and 


kiss away the pain, as long as I'm allowed to. 

By the time my mouth reaches between his legs, he's rock hard and silently begging for more. | still want to 
make it last longer so | go down on him, slowly. His fingers are trying to get entangled in my hair but its short 
and there isn't much he can grab. 


"S-stop.. | want you in me.. Take me." he utters. 


| let his cock pop out of my mouth and crawl back up to his level. Richey cups my face in his hands and pulls 


me into a fiery kiss. 

"Enough teasing," he says. "Slide it in" 

"Its been a while. l'm going to pr...” 

"No. | want to feel it.” 

| pull away a little and look at his big dark eyes. 

"| never want to hurt you." 

"| know. I'm the one hurting myself. You're the one making me feel good." 
"Richey... 

"Please." 


His long skinny legs are holding me captive but | still manage to move a little to one side and reach for the 


nightstand and grab the lube. 


When | ease into him, he hisses and | feel his body tensing. He's nodding at me, his gaze locked on mine, telling 


me to go on He's so tight. 

"Relax, Rich... Baby, let go..." 

"| know... I'm good, don't worry.” 

He knows what he wants and he knows I'm powerless at denying him. His hands run down my back and land on 
my ass, gripping my butt cheeks, pulling me deeper. The first time | jerk my hips up, he closes his eyes and 
whimpers. A few more times and | see the lines on his forehead disappearing. He's never very loud or vocal 
during sex but the soft mewling sounds and moans he's now letting out are definitely pleasure ones. 

Tonight as we're making love, he's the one singing and I'm the one keeping the rhythm. It s a nice change. 
"Feels good?," | can't avoid asking him between kisses. 

Richey turns his head to the side and lets out a heavy breath. 

"Yes... Feels perfect." 

The glow of the light coming from the window hits his pale face. He's a such a handsome man. | don't know 
what | did to deserve him or what he sees in me but when he tilts his head back and looks at me again, he's 
smiling and I'm just a few notches closer to my climax. | slow things down a bit to keep myself in check and 
roll us over. | love the look of surprise on Richey's face when | move us and he ends up lying on top of me. 


"| thought you might want a different view," | joke. 


He laughs and kisses me. He's not big on riding me cowboy style but having his featherlight body covering me 


is a little treat. | have more room to caress his back and his ass. 
"I'm close," he pants in my ear. "| want you on top of me when | come." 


| roll us back and hover above him, changing my angle. | thrust a little faster and when | see Richey's eyes 


rolling in the back of his head, | know I'm hitting the right spot. 


He doesn't resist very long. | feel his whole body going stiff under me. His fingers are digging in my hips and he 
gasps, eyes and mouth wide open. His inner muscles are contracting and squeezing me mercilessly till | 
surrender and my orgasm hits me like a crashing wave, leaving our two bodies pulsing, one responding to the 
other in blissful abandon All | can do is cry out his name and bury my face in his hair, nuzzling the side of his 


head. 
When I'm finally coming down from my high, | feel Richey peppering light kisses on the side of my head. 


| finally move off him but lies on my side so | can look at him and his thoroughly fucked look, lips swollen from 


too many kisses and hair sticking out in all directions. It should be illegal to look that good but the most 
important is that Richey looks happy. 


"Hi, lover," he says as he stretches next to me. 

| lift my hand and rubs his shoulder. 

"You're okay?" 

"Of course," he chuckles. "It was amazing." 

"Yeah, that's probably the best word for what we just did" 

‘If life was just about reading books, being pretentious and having sex, | would be better at it," he jokes. 

"Rich, you're fine." 

He rolls his eyes at me. We both know it's not the moment to talk about these things. 

Richey grabs something from the floor and | see it's his old t-shirt. He uses it to clean his stomach and then 
passes it to me. | do a terrible job at trying to clean up a bit myself too and then give up and throw the piece 


of clothing on the floor. 


Richey sits up and pulls the duvet all the way up to his shoulders before sliding right next to me, his eyes 


already closed. 
‘lm warm now. It feels great." 


| nod and gather him in my arms. He's taller than me but somehow manages to arrange himself comfortably 


around me and tuck his head under my chin 

"Richey, | love you." 

He looks up and opens his eyes a little before putting his index finger over my mouth and smiling at me. 
"Shh... Let's not be overly dramatic." 

He nestles his head back against my shoulder and plants a brief kiss on my chest. 

Eventually, | hear him whisper. 


"Me too." 


